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KEEP

YOUR

EYE
On That
SHEEP !

HERE WE ARE AGAIN'!

Right ot the top with a lot of the finest

DELANE MERING RAMS

in Logan County. All stock recorded.
get first choice. Prices reasonable,

G. A HENRY,

BELLEFONTAINE, O.

Make your selections early and

THE HOOSIER

Fan Mill,
Seed Separator,
Cleaner and Grader.

FATENTED 55Y 18, 1897,

T will clean, separate, and grade all kinds of
seed or grain. It will soparste Rye, Oats,
Barley, Cock'e, Mustard and Cheat from Wheat.,
It will separate Buckhorn, Dook, i
Plantain, Ssnd, and ail other impuritiea from
Clover Beed. WHll Beparate Clover from Tim-
othy, and any vther separation desired. It will
clean and separate Wheat into two es at
ons operation, at the rite of one bushel every

miouta. It hus a motion different from
other machines, and will not dance about the
X floor. It is smaller, neater, nod has & greator
- soreen capacity than any miil on the market.

It will pay for itself in one season. ©all

&t the factory and see this machine work,

! DeGraff Manufacturing Co,

Send for Catalogue.

CRAFF, OMIO.
Juiy 22, 1¥8-6m.

Agonts Wanted,

- Sompson Slayed the Lion,

3 ———

A i Z - = =
' Sl o But T3 wer is slaying the price on GASOLINE STOVES;
also has a large stock of Screen Doors, Windows, Wire, Ice
Crenin Freezers, Refrigerators, Beekeeper's Supplies, Scythes,

Snaths, Lawn Mowers, Harnesses, Binders and Mowers.

John Plummer,

120 WEST COLUMBUS AVE., BELLEFONTAINE, OHIO.

THE ROUND OAK FURNACE

CLESN DUT

mo3t powerfal hoater, greatest lual saver ani most durab!2 in eonstruction

of any in the market.
SOFT COAL

BURNS Il or WOOD.
J. K. MITLITLTG-AIN

109 Worth Main Streot.

HARD COAL,

_ N KK %9(#—%# 3 RNk
- [[Yon are THIDKIDG —e-

Of buying @ WATCH? It will be to your
intercst to call and see us. Our stock is
- large and prices low. Come in and take a
look at our RINGS, CHAINS, BRACELETS,
SPECTACLES, SILVER KNIVES, FORKS
and SPOONS. Now is the time to seloct, and
you ean not do better than cail and sce us.

DAVIS BROS., JEWELERS,

i EMPIRE BLOCK.
Nov. 19, 97.f

IR TR HEHE R FR

Agency.
W. A. WEST, agent.

Five and ten year Loans on first morigage,
farm security. Interest at seven cent.,
poysble annuslly. Borrower chal no com-
mission, nor to be st any expense except for
or connected with abstract of title, and mak-
ing mortgage and may repay in any year one—
filth of the principal.

Office Opposite West Door of Court House.

MAIN STREET. BELLEFONTAINE, OHIO
July 12, 159,

Jo A HARTILER,

DEALER IN

Hard and Soft Goal

201 South Main Street.

Coasl delivered to any part of the city
on short notice, Telephone 22,
Leave your orders or call at

THE UP-TOWN COAL OFFICE.

Jan. 26, 1897-

FRANK . GRIFFN

DENTIST.

Special attention given to operations on
the natural teeth and the care
of Children’s teeth.

Office, Room 20, Lawrence Bldg.

BELLEFONTAINE O. __
July 23, 1807 U

THE UP-TO-DATE

C OAL

OFFICE

Opposite JoHantgen's Shop

Will continue to keep on hand a full ml%}:}{ of
COAL, WOOD, BRICK, CEMENT. 8 -
ING SUPPLIES, BALT, AGRICULTURAL
IMPLEMENTS and FEED
of all kinds.

Geo. P. Baker,

118 South Main St.

.

Phone 58.
Beptember 3, 1877,

Just—=
What

YOU ARE LOOKING FOR.

Something Nice

FOR A WEDDING, BIRTHDAY
OR HOLIDAY PRESENT.

WE HAVE THEM.

C. A. MILLER,

200 SOUTH MAIN STREET.

{Union Gentral Loan

Four Loop
HOOKS s EYES.

PRACTICAL, SENSIBLE.
They Stay Hooked.
No Pulling Loose.

No Gapping.
Leave Surface Flat.

HANDSOME ano NEAT.
Kalamazoo Corset Co.,

SOLE AGENTS,
Kalamaioe, Michigan.

«+ SOLD BY .

A. BUTLER,

Bellefontalne, Ohlo.
July 1898 g-'grm

ds
“Cap Sheaf”
Brand Seda.
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4 NATIONAL FLAGS. b

b@ Set of thirty cards showing the nation
p®al fings of the prineipal nations of thed
e@ world. One of these cards is packed Ing

h large package of CAP SHEAF SODA. @4
;“”U a complete sét is destred, we will maf] ©4
&
4
T
b

>

b

on receipt of five one pound (.-‘ap: 4
ySheas wrappers. Give your name and $&
4

p

»

ot office plainly written. :;:
4 DoLAND & C0., Palrport, M. 3. &4
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CARTER BROTHERS, Agents,
Bellefontaine, Ohio.

Tremain’s Insurance Agency,

Office 1 and 2 Empire Block,
No. 125% Sonth Main Street, Bellefontaine,
Insures asgainst Loss or Damage by

fire, Lightning, Tornadoes
and Wind Storms.

None but old reliable companies in this
agency; which has been es' ed for 20 years.

B\V. C. TREMAIN, Agent.

4-20-98-1

The [laknlilésmuram.

You can buy Springfield Steam Baked
- bread, fresh daily; absolutely the best
in the city. Please givo us a eall,

w, B. CURTIS,

PROPRIETOR.
Bept. 73, 1808-2w.

MONEY TO LOAN
At 6 Per Cent.

On Farm Becurity and ?u‘rnra promptly
prepared with no nnnecessary delays.

A. Jay Miller,

Offices 8 and 9 Fmpire Rloc!

Nov. 19,1897, tf

k,
Beptember 27, 1835, Bellefontaine, Ob o.

IMPORTANT 1

NFORMATION!

Less than others can.

Beptember 27-4t. -

A. PEEBLES,

THE TAILOR,
Is now prepared to furnish
Fall and Winter Suits and Overcoats

At prices ranging from

ISITZIHS

Goods, Trimmings and T orlk-
manship First-class.

No. 104 North Main Street,

TWO MINUTES IN THE CLOUDS.
# lotter cnme this morning for *'Colonel So-
and-so,””

50,
And one for ““Hono-able,” and the rest of it,
you know,
1 took them up and laid them from all the rest
apart.
1 gnzed upon them fondly and pride was in my
heart.

It seemed 1o me that somehow I'd grown a fool
ar two

Binee the postman hind come in and then pass-
ol on out of view.

I felt that I had risen to the thirty-third de-
gree

Of humen cor sequence and that the world waa
waotching me.

To be nddressed as “*Colonel''—ah, what a
splendid thing!

And “Honorable” —well, it wns next to being
king!

At lenst two men were learning to estimate
my worth.

Here wns my fame beginning to echo round
the earth.

I tore one letter open and read the message
through.

The man who dobbed me “Colonel,” I'll now
confess to youn,

Wons somewhnt short of moncy—s common
thing with men—

He'd be a grateful debtor if 1 could *lend him
ten.”

The other man was anxious to get a public
place—

‘My influence wonld help him to “win out in
the race.'"

I emst the letters from me. I thought some
things of men

That never ghall be printed—and went towork

again.

~B8. BE. Kiser In Cleveland Leader.

HIS LETTERS.

We had been three months married,
and lived in the blessed expectancy of &
secretaryship which I had been promised
on & commission appointed to inquire
into some abuses the government did
not want to find out, but the vprelim-
inaries dragged, and I found myself
doomed to a period of enforced idleness
which did not improve my temper, and
I fear tried my wife’s sorely, for, though
happy, we were human. Our first, and,
thank heaven, our only tiff, toock place
one memorable day when we were both
gardening on a plot of soot blackened
ground attached to our modest dwell-
ing. In making a border I bad planted
a number of carnations and picotees to-
gether, contrary to my wife's directions,
and on discovering the mistake she said
what I suppose nine out of ten women
would have said. I answered tartly, be-
ing preoccupied with bitter thoughts,
and so acrimonious did our discussion
become that Edith went into the house.
After some minates’ reflection I felt
the childishness of my conduct and fol-
lowed to make it np. BShe was not in
the little atticlike boudoir at the top of
our mansion, so I descended to search
for her in the drawing room, which had
doors opening on the conservatory and
hall. By chance I chose the first and
had almost entered the room when 1
heard the sound of a well remembered
voice, and, drawing the portiere aside,
cautionsly, saw my wife face to face
with Arbuscula.

1 daresay you know who I am?' the
latter was saying.

Edith denied the implied honor.
“Then is your state the more gra-
cious,” retorted Arbuscula. *‘But your
husband does, and that is the chief
point. The servant told me he was at
home,” 8he loocked just as splendid as
ever and swept our modest little apart-
ment with a scornful glance.

““My husband iz engaged,” said
Edith. “ Anything you have to say may
be said to me.”’

“Indeed?’ replied Arbuscula. **Well,
I have got a good many things to say.”

My wife folded her hands and, find-
ing one of her gardening gloves on,
pulled it off and threw it on the table
“Guurd!"" thought L

** And first, " continued Arbuscala, ‘1
want to say that your husband is the
writer of those letters.' And she de-
posited a formidable bundle on the ta-
bie beside the glove. *‘They were writ-
ten to me. You may read them if you
choose, ™

“‘I have no desire to do so,’" replied
my wife valiantly.

*They would interest you, ** the other
went on.  ““You could compare them
with those be has, I darssay, written to
yourself. '

““1 fear you misunderstand, though
the error is a natural one—for yon, '’ re-
plied my wife considerately.

A spot of light shone in Arbuscula’s
eye. *They would be useful,” she con-
tinued, *“if you wanted to make things
hot for him—as you undoubtedly will."

My wife was silent; she played with
her wedding ring.

“Or perhaps you won't care to see
them in the publie press, the other
added viciously. ‘I know a literary
chap who would dress 'em up well;
they'd want a little draping for a pa-
per 1 know of.”

1 conclude, then, that the lawyers
have marked ‘no case? *’ observed
Edith, and Arbuscula glanced curiously
at her.

“1 do not take my—wrongs to a law
court!’ she said magnificently.

**In that you show your wisdom, ' re-
plied my wife. Arbuscula locked at her
again, with something approaching re-
gpoct, but there was a sparkle beneath
the eyelids.

“Come, what will you give to pre-
vent it?"’ she asked,

**Nothing, ' responded Edith quietly.

““He would be of a different opinion!"
observed Arbuscula.

**Hardly, " said my wife. '*He is not
a fool™

**You are the first woman who ever
said that of him," retorted Arbuscula.

*‘1 do not doubt it, "’ replied my wife,
with much significance, and the other
reddened slightly. “Under the guard,"
thought L

**All women are the same to him,"
continued Arbuseuln, recovering herself.
““What is the difference between you
and me? A wedding ring.**

** And all it symbolizes, '* rejoined my
wife softly.

“‘That's o house on a fifth rate ter-
race, with only one stopeock for eight
of ye, and the lady next door cuts off
the water when she h4s had a few worda

with you ovar the hedge—I kuew it!"
sneered tha other.

**Oh, it symbolizes more, ™' said Edith,
but her tone wus weaker. The thrust
had gone home, for the study of hydro-
statics had been forced upon us of late

‘““And what is that, pray?’' demanded
Arbusculn insolently.

““To explain would be to insult your
intelligence—and yourself,” replicd
Edith. ‘““Beatin carte, lunge in tierce!"’
thoonght L

**Oh, I am not thin skinned I'" langh-
ed Arbuscula.

“1 made allowance,” rejoined my
wife.

Arbuscula’s lips became a thin line
of scarlet. Then they parted, and she
smiled, 1 knew that she had always pos-
sessed a most unfeminine sense of hu-
mor, but I was not prepared for its as-
sertion at this supreme moment. The
two women stocd looking at each other
across the table, Arbuscula’s dazezling
sgmile lighting her face, my wife's pale,
yet never so heauntiful, Ithought, though
now, enlightened by the contrast, I
noted the lines of anxiety which had
been erceping there during the past
months, and violet shadows under the
sweet eyes. The other gathered up the
letters and began to shuffle them as one
would a pack of curds.

“You are dying to read them!™ she
raid

My wife's voice said,
face was not so explicit

““Here's one—it's poetry,” continued
Arbuscula. "It was written for a stays
I invented, the Arbuscnla busk—you
might bave heard of it?’

“‘No, it must bave been before my
time, '* gaid Edith innocently.

**Possibly yon came rather late in the
day,”" retorted the other.

*“*But camo to stay,” answered my
wife.

Arbuscula laughed. Edith put her
hand upon the bell.

“Youn surely will not compel me?"
she said. ‘I have been very patient.’’

“You'll want all the patience you
have in the good time coming, "' rejoin-
ed the other.

“*And you, what will your future be
without patience?’ asked Edith.

**My future can take care of itself,’
cried Arbusoula, laughing a lnngh short
as the enap of a breaking sword blade.
“I'm a woman with a past, the sort
morality humbugs chatter about, but if
I had a futore like yon by —— I'd try
to get something better than the butt
end of a rone. "'

“*Usging the hilt,’’ thought L

My wife lapghed gavly now. “You
now the old adage,’ she eaid, **‘the
best husband is a reformed rake. Men's
follies often serve as beacons to guide
them past the other shoals and shal-
lows of life. Experience enables them
to appreciate things—it is a good light
for a man, "

““And a useless cne for a woman,"'
answered Arbuscula, with a sudden
change of tone. *'It’s like the poop light
which shows the foam npon the reef
that has just torn the poor ship's side
out—much good, when the masts are
going by the board."

She gathered the letters together.
Whatever had been her purpose in com-
ing, I could see her grasp upon it was
gone. Catching at that moment the re-
flection of my own face in a mirror op-
posite, I was so ill pleased by the sight
that I stole down stairs, hearing another
hacking laugh and the tinkle of a bell
as I went.

I retnrned to the garden and com-
menced to patiently dig np the border.
Presently Edith came out also with an
armful of plants she began to sort, sing-
ing a cradle song I much admired the
while.

I went over to ber. *‘I got those car-
pations up,” I eaid, ““but for the life of
me I can't say which is which I’

She ran to the border. **Ah, you took
far too much trouble, dear,”” she said
softly. **And after all your labor too!
I'm so sorry!” She pressed my arm,
and the touch covered more than the
words.

““But the line was not straight,” 1
answered, averting my eyes.

“We'll draw a straighter one now,
you and L' ehe whispered.

I pessed my arm around her waist
and kissed her. She put both her own
around my neck.

“My wifel" said L

““You old goose,"* she whispered, bit-
ing my ear, *'I saw you all the timel”
—Black and White.

IIN':L " H‘!

Jnda. -

Jade, the Chinese gymbol of the soul,
is one of the most interesting minerals
in the world. It is possessed of peculiar
interest to the minernlogist becauss of
its unique mineral properties, to the
chemist becasunse of a dispute as to ite
elementary composition, to the ethnolo-
gist because of its peculiar uses, to the
archeologist becanse of its strange as-
gociations with early history, to the
poet because of its symbolic charncter
in literature and to the philosopher be-
cause of its association in the philosophy
of the sages, with various virtues out of
which grew the Chinese symbolism—
the soul

Jade is bLest described by the famil-
iar name of pebble, of which it is the
finest variety in respect of tuestare, the
heaviest and tho hardest known to the
lapidary. It is susceptible of a high
polish and is so tenncious that it can be
et into the most intricate and: fragile
shapes. There are exceptional tints, but
here jnde may ouly be said te range in
color from ivory white to deep olive
green. Among substances known to the
mineralogist it has norival in the num-
ber of ita fuscinations, and no apology,
therefore, is offered for ranking it with
precions stones.—Good Words.

Guess He Wan

Nellie, nged 8, was out walking with
her father, but she soon became tired,
and he was obliged to carry her.

“Is I vewy heavy, papa?'’ she asked,
as he set her down a moment to rest.

“Indeed you are,'" he replied.

**Say, papa,’”’ continned the little
miss, ““isn’'t you dest awful tickled zat

1 ain't twins?''—Exchange.

e e .
A SNOWDROP. P S
L _la -~
© wonderful, immnaculate, - Tl
White herald of the spring, %
No winter ean be desolate =
That bears so sweet a thingl
Boft, snowy petals strip’d with green,
Deep hidden heart of gold,
The world that hath such beauty seen
Can never more be old.

No shades of ruddy light suffose
Thy petals coal and pure.
The roscless, chill nororal dews
Alone thy lips allure.
Thou art not freak'd with purple stains,
Nor fire of gearlet bright,
But silver'd by the silvery rains
And touched with vernal lighs.

And 1, who once the roses lov'd,
Alleginnee bring to thee,

Well knowing thon wilt ne'er be prov'd
Bo wnnton or so free;

But, clofster'd from the wild wind's braath,
Nor finanting in the sun,

Wilt lend & beauty e'en’ to desth
When thy pure life {s done.

—New York Times.

HER GUARDSMAN.

In a small house in Clarges streeta
girl of 18 stood in her presentation
dress, while her long three yards and &
half of white satin train trailed behind
her. A maid knelt on the ground, pick-
ing out here and there o leaf from the
sprays of lilies of the valley.

Marjorie looked in the mirror and
patted a rebelliouscurl. *'Ifeel excited.
I can’t help it. Oh, mother, I wish it
were like a story, the country mouse
being taken to court and a real live
duke or earl falls in love with little
mouse. I shall be in the midst of this
great world soon. I wish something
really romantic could happen.”

““You'll have to take the taskmaster,
Love,into your bargain with Fute, dear,”
gaid Mrs, Beauchamp. And Marjorie
hid her face in her lovely bouquet of
lilies of the wvalley, white orchids and
white violets, and her heart gave a
quick throb.

There was a *‘somebody’’ then. Per-
haps no belted earl nor strawberry
leaved duke, but a handsome, sunburned
fuce looked into hers, the mellow voice
had whispered.

- . . - ] - .

It was later on the same day, the car-
riages in endless strings down the mall,
an eager crowd pressing close to all the
windows, making their remarks freely.

**This waiting {s very tiring,"’ said
Marjorie, “‘and I am so hungry.”

“The gates are opened. We shall soon
be in, my dear,”” suid Lady Hamilton.

The sunshine coming out in a great
sheaf of splendor almost dazzled Marjo-
rio, as looking through the glass windows
she was conscioos of one of the guards-
men on duty watching ber intently.
His bearskin almost hid his eyes and
brow. -

Was she dreaming or was there dis-
tinet recognition in that soldier’s glance?
The sweeping brown mustache concealed
his month. She looked at him again,
the carriage moved forward, he smiled.
She bent forward, and her face dimpled
into a smiling respenss; impulsively she
waved her hand.

“Top whom, may I ask, were you
bowing?'’ said Lady Hamilton severely.

*] recognized some one, aunntie, in
the crowd,’" faltered Marjorie,

And her sunt, noting the sndden rash
of color and shining eyes, grew sus-
picious, *“‘A man was the only cause
for that kind of emotion,’ she thought

¥-

Marjorie almost forgot that fleeting
look while making her bow to her maj-
esty. But the guardsman did not intend
she should forget. A brilliant soheme
had entered his mind.

- . L] - - - L]

Traly, only a guardsman scribbling
away for dear life, in all the barrenness
of barrack sarrcundings, but he knew
he had finished forever with the long,
tedious marches. The pipeclaying, the
““brass rags’" conld be chucked away,
the parade ground need hear no longer
the tread of Qorpornl Ferguson's feet, no
more lopely watches in the tower, when
the thought of Anne Boleyn’s ghost to
keep him company was not cheering.

Goodby to the arduous life of “*rough-
ing,”’ goodby to the jarring infiunences
which had surrounded him for two
yeurs—years of stern discipline and
hard training. He had come out of it
well

And what was he writing, scheming

test! A sweet little letter, scented deli-
cately, lay next to his heart. This is
what she said: v

“Do not lead me to do wrong or to
deceive, You must let me tell my moth-
er, and I am ready to face the future
with you [ will meet you once again,
bt I can no longer koop it secret. '’

*Bad youug man!"" be chuckled, and
Marjorie Benuchamp that same day re-
ceived this epistle:

*Dear, sweet Marjorie, companion of
my thoughts and highest aspirations,
when | saw you a fortnight ago, I was
determined fate shonld never sever us
aguin.  Darling, how good you have
been to me, and I shall not try that lov-
ing heart another day. You are ever in
my mind, my best thoughts are of you,
and my one greas longing is to win you
for my very owmn '

8he lovked very sweet in her picture
hat covered with violets as she walked
into her mother’s room, dressed fora
walk.

“*Mother, " she eaid, going over to her
and turning very pale; *‘mother, I can-
not keep my secret from you any lon-

El'- "0
. *“ A gecret, dear child? Why, no, of
course not, '’ said Mrs, Beauchamp ten-
derly, and put out her hand.

“‘Maothor, do you remenmber two years
ago I went on a visit to our old cousin
James. When I'was there, I met a love-
ly girl, Constance Ferguson. Do you ro-
member wy telling yon how I helped
purse her? And—and a brother of hers,
Charliec Ferguson, had just arrived from
Australia.

“‘Well, my child, what of it?"

+I was ooly 16, mother, and he said

S@Have you paid for your Rxruw

LICAN, this year?Tm

lover, fall of ardent fervor? His last wat

¥ was s0 young, and he had a bard 1ife
in front of him. He had quarreled with
his uncle and was practically cast off.
Mother, can’t you guess? I bave seen
him again—I love him!"’

The bright head was bowed and hot
tears splashing down.

““Read this, mother. Ho wishes me
to meet him today in the park, and he
gays he has some great news to tell ma.
He is better off," i

**But what is he now, Marjorie?””

“'He is in the guards, mother.” |

“In the guards!” said the poor lady,
he'wildi'ed "ThEl:l hﬁ mn h m
well off indeed.”

“No, mother, no. He enlisted. Ha is
enly a corporal.”’

**Only a corporal '’ cried Mrs, Bean-
champ, clasping her hands. “‘In adread-
ful red coat! You have been seen out
with him! Good heavens, Marjorie!"
“‘Oh, mother, don't be sv horrified! I
call him my pillar box, and be says I
was the bravest girl he knew to meet
him, and after 1 did he snid he wonld
come and see you and explain. And I
am to marry bim. And, after all"—
winding up her incoherent speech dra-
matically—"*it isn’t the coat that makes
the man! And, mother, may I go and
meet him and bring him back?'’

*“Oh, Marjorie!" eried her poor moth-
er, ““what would your aunt say? 1 sup-
pose I must consent to seeing him. He
certainly writes a charnzing letter.”

- - - - -

“In the face of everybody, not
ashamed?’ said Ferguson a Httle quiz-
gically, as he and his sweetheart got up
from their chairs in Rotten row. She
looked up half shyly at the tall, hand.
some guardsman.

“* And now that you know everything,
Marjorie, will you forgive my putting
yon to such a test?"’ |
“I love you,"” she whispered, blush-
ing hotly. ‘‘But, ob, how glad mother
will be!” ;

They were walking along gayly, abhe
the perfection of dainty prettiness, trip-
ping along at his side, many curious
and even inquisitive glances following
the pair.

“Look, Charlie,”” cried Marjoris, her
face dimpling into mischievous laugh-
ter; “'there’s nuntie just passed us, driv-
ing. Look; she's turning back to look
at us. Oh, her faca! Isn't it a pioture?’
Lady Hamilton alighted from her
carringe simply trembling with indig-
pation. She swept into her sister's
room, her silk dress knocking down a
table, a yase and some books, the plumes
in her bonnet nodding formidably.
**Helena,”’ she cried, ''something too
terrible has occurred. Your daughter—
my niece—is ont walking with = com-
mon soldier. '*

“My dear Eliza,I-can
tered Mrs. Beanchamp. = **Dou'"t—don’t
be angry. The youngman isou Lis way
here now'"—

“On his way now!" almost shricked
Lady Hamilton. “You are going to le¢
a man in a red coat and white belt en-
ter this house! Helena, you should en-
ter a lunatic asylum. This—this is ap-
pnl.llns. " -

They heard a joyous little laugh.
And Lady Hamilton rose to face them.
Mrs. Beauchamp felt faint from emo-
tion. What could be wrong when Mar-
jorie wore such a lovely look? And &
gleam of mirth in her eyes too. And
the mother saw one of the finest looking
fellows she had seen in her life lll ap
the doorway with his tall figure

¢*Mother—auntie—let me introduoce
you to my lover, the guardsman, and
soon to be my husband—the Earl of
Desart.””

“Please forgive me, Mrs. Bean-
champ,"” he said in a winning way. “I
claimed my discharge tgday, only to
take orders, thongh, in another servioe.”
And here Marjorie’s hand was clagped
in hia

L] - - L] - . -
Lady Hamilton a year later presented
the son and heir with a silver mug and
a box of tin soldiers.—Forgot-Me-Nok

g

«Floyer had seen a great deal of
eral Gordon and showed me one very
interesting letter—the last be received
from him. The occasion of it was inter-
esting. Floyer had volunteered to pre-
pare Gordon a seal with his name in
Arabio characters upon it For this pur-
pose he chose an old coin, which he

partially melted and refashioned.
‘When the seal was completed, it was
found that two words that had been on
the coin were still legible. The words
were in Arabic and signified **The Mes-

and was much pleased, and in the letter
in question commented on them, saying
he prayed be might always remember
to be as the messenger of God to the
Sudan people.

A FPony's Intelligonce.

A correspondent writes from Abbots-
bury to Nature Notes: ‘‘The other day
when we were baving lunch we heard
@ strange scratching sound, and then as
if some one were trying to turn the
handle of thedoor. Our honsemaid went
and opened the door to see what it was,
and there stood the baker’s pony and
cart. His master had Jeft him in the
road while he went to the next houss,
and the pony had turned round and
himself tried to open the door. Of conrse
we were much amusod to hear what it
was, and the door was shut again. The
next minute came one loud, deoclded
knock, evidently from the door knocker.
“That can’t be the pony,’ we all cried at
tho same time, rushing to the door, but
it was. He was standing with his front
feet on the pavement, quictly waiting,
and very pleased at his sucoesa
course we gave him some bread, bisouits
and sugar as & reward for his clever-
pess, He must have taken the knogker

in his testh.” B i
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